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MISCELLANEOUS. 



I. — Extract of a Letter from Mr. John Duncan to the Librarian 
of the Royal Geographical Society. Dated Annamaboe, De- 
cember 7th, 1844. 

1 have not yet started on my journey to Coomasie, owing to the 
unsettled state of the Ashantee country, which is at present at war 
with one of the kingdoms to the N.E. The Ashantees have, how- 
ever, returned, as they say, victorious, which is very doubtful — 
having lost an immense number of men. Another obstacle has 
also prevented my journey, which is not yet removed. A woman, 
belonging to a trading party of Ashantees, returning from the 
coast, while yet in the Fantee country, was attacked and robbed, 
and, it is said, murdered; the culprit was immediately appre- 
hended, and carried to Cape Coast, where he now awaits his trial. 
The King of Ashantee, from the above cause, has closed the road 
and the trade at the same time, until the affair is adjusted. There 
were strong rumours of a war being the consequence, happily 
without foundation, and I have strong hopes of the road being 
again open, ere long, to trade. Governor Hill kindly wrote a 
letter to the king at Coomasie, demanding to know whether he 
would permit me to pass through his country to the Kong moun- 
tains, and through Mr. Chapman, the resident missionary at 
Coomasie, whom I met some days ago a short distance in the 
interior, I am enabled to give you the king's reply. It was to the 
effect that " he would be very happy to see me in Coomasie ; he 
had heard of my intention of visiting him, and would gladly afford 
me every protection whilst in his kingdom ;" but Mr. Chapman 
seems to doubt whether, on account of the late war, the king 
would allow me to go further, and considers it would be unsafe to 
do so under such auspices. I am determined to force a passage 
in some way or other, as far as the Kong mountains, if I find that 
the king objects ; in which case I intend to make a large canoe, 
and proceed up the river Volta. 

This river is of much more importance than is generally sup- 
posed. I have made many inquiries respecting it, and from what 
I can learn nothing certain is known, either of its position or 
magnitude, beyond its embouchure ; so that a survey of it may 
prove of great advantage to the mercantile world. I intend to fit 
my canoe with revolving paddles, which have much greater power 
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than the common paddle, as I take as few men as possible. My 
health, thank God, is as good as ever it was in England, although 
I have tried my constitution much of late, getting wet, and some- 
times sleeping in the open air. I can stand the heat better than 
most of the natives ; with the thermometer at 1 1 5° Fahrenheit in 
the sun, and 95° in the shade, I have often walked the whole 
day, accompanied by some native merchants, who, though carried 
in a basket and covered by an umbrella, can hardly stand the heat. 
The real truth is, I cannot afford to ride, and when asked by the 
merchants the reason I walk — they declaring I will kill myself — 
I have always a good excuse, not wishing to disclose my poverty, 
by saying, none of the people can carry me, which is certainly 
the fact, as Mr. Hutton, intending on one occasion to treat me to 
a ride in a basket, could not find carriers strong enough in all 
Cape Coast. 

I have little to add in the shape of news, but as I am well aware 
you take a great interest in anything that concerns my proceed- 
ings, I will give you, in as few words as possible, an account of 
one day's journey of last week. 

December 1st. — Started from Annamaboe, accompanied by Mr. 
Cobold and Mr. S. Brew, the former an English, the latter a 
native merchant ; we soon reached a small town, 1 mile E. by 
compass from Annamaboe. Having been introduced to the king, 
who received us very graciously, we proceeded on our journey 
along a very narrow path amongst rocks and bushes ; the paths 
are generally so narrow as only to admit one foot in width, so that 
we were compelled to walk pigeon-like, Jive over Jive ; we at 
length reached the beach, and, it being high water, we had to 
travel on the loose dry sand, which, with the thermometer at 115° 
of Fahrenheit, is fatiguing beyond conception. Continuing 2 
miles along this sandy beach, magnetic E. (the compass varies 
here nearly two points, but I take all my bearings magnetically), 
the path turns to the left, in a N.E. direction through the bush, 
passing through a Dutch town called " Small Cramantine," a 
town of considerable size, and which was formerly a place of great 
trade. The remains of a strong Dutch fort are still standing, 
the outer wall of which, with the exception of the S.W. corner 
battery, is in good condition. There are still a number of guns 
of large calibre in the fort : the inner court is entirely overgrown 
with bushes and trees. This fort is better situated than either 
Cape Coast or Annamaboe. It is built on a small but steep 
rock close to the sea. Facing the sea the rock is about 300 feet 
high, and nearly perpendicular, it is therefore perfectly unap- 
proachable in that quarter ; the land side being also very steep, 
the fort might, with a properly maintained garrison, defy any at- 
tack from the natives, however numerous. The place being de- 
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serted, the trade is transferred to Annamaboe. The streets, or 
passages between the houses, are almost impassable to Europeans ; 
the houses being built on rock, and the earth having worn away, 
it is necessary sometimes to climb and sometimes to descend. The 
natives are a very indolent and lazy race, and when asked the rea- 
son for not making their streets level, reply that " they will do it 
if you will pay them ;" they are withal a very kind people. 

After passing through the place and rounding the fort, the 
rugged path again takes a S.E. direction to the beach. After 2 
fatiguing miles along the sand, we again bore to the left, ascend- 
ing a steep hill of 300 feet in height, on the summit of which a 
large town is situated, named also Crarnantine. We halted in 
the market-place, under a tree, for refreshment, surrounded by a 
great number of the natives. Mr. Brew had a musical box, which 
created among them great astonishment. I was shown a place in 
the town where, I was told, a child had lived ever since the be- 
ginning of the world. It had never grown any larger nor eaten 
anything, and was still alive. This gross superstition was firmly 
believed in by Mr. Brew. On my remonstrating with him, he 
declared it to be true, as both himself and his father had seen 
it. I determined to convince him of the absurdity of this story. 
I therefore sent for the old hag, or fetish woman, who had charge 
of this little black Adam, and begged a sight of him. She re- 
marked, he was not quite prepared to receive visitors, but would 
shortly be ready to meet the white men. In the mean time she 
would show us a great curiosity. We were then led into one of 
the fetish houses, and shown part of the hollow trunk of a decayed 
palm-tree, covered all over with white spots. The fetish woman 
stated that this tree had been thrown down from Heaven as a 
present to her, and she, as well as the rest of the people, always 
made fetish to it. I endeavoured to persuade the people of its 
absurdity, which greatly displeased the old dame. Having in my 
hand an English oak stick, with a spring dagger in the head, I 
told her if her tree came from Heaven my stick came from the 
opposite direction : I gave the stick a smart jerk, the dagger im- 
mediately flew out exciting great surprise, many of them running 
away calling out white man's fetish stick. Being anxious to pro- 
ceed on our journey, I again desired to see the fetish child, but 
was still told he was not quite ready. Hundreds of natives were 
assembled outside the paling which surrounds this little fellow's 
house. The house stands in the centre of a circle, enclosed with 
a fence of long poles stuck into the ground so close to each other, 
that when the little gates are shut the house cannot be seen. No 
one dared enter the yard until a sign was given from the old dame, 
as she said her fetish would destroy any one who might enter be- 
fore the signal was given. I was determined to expose this absurd 
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superstition, and entered the gate in defiance of all threats and 
entreaties. I examined the dwelling of this little wonder, but 
found it tenantless with the exception of a few centipedes which had 
there taken up their abode. The old lady was very much incensed 
at my exposure and declared vengeance against me, at which I 
only laughed. Mr. Brew was much ashamed, although when in 
the house he trembled for my safety. 

Descending the hill eastward, after proceeding a mile in the 
bush, we again reached the sandy beach, and after 4 miles fatiguing 
march through sun and sand we arrived at a town called Ouro, or 
Salt Pond (Salt Pond bears from Annamaboe E. 5° towards N.), 
named, no doubt, from a salt lake which divides the town. It is 
a very interesting little town, and the people more obliging and 
hospitable than at any of the other towns I have yet visited. A 
high sand-bank alone divides the lake from the sea, which fre- 
quently breaks in. The evaporation from the excessive heat is so 
great that the lake is excessively salt, especially at this dry season. 
Previous to theAshantees destroying the town, salt collected from 
this lake was the chief trade. Between the town and the sea is a 
beautiful plantation of cocoa-nut trees, all in full fruit, the water 
from which is delightfully cool even in the hottest weather. I 
walked round the town alone (my companions, although carried 
all the way, being quite overcome with the heat) ; after which 
we went to the mission-house, where we got the use of a table to 
dine upon. There is no minister, but a very well-educated young 
man teaches a school ; he received us with great kindness and at- 
tention. The water here is very bad ; the only water at all drink- 
able is obtained from holes dug in the sand. After dinner my 
companions, complaining of illness, proposed two hours rest. I 
therefore went round the town with my gun and shot some birds. 
I fancied I had not seen any of the same species before, but on 
examination I found that this species change colour twice in the 
year, from grey, or yellow, to a jet black. Great numbers of birds 
in this country entirely change their colour. 

About 2 o'clock we were again on the march for the river 
Amissa, which bears nearly E., keeping still along the beach. 
The tide had now ebbed, so that walking on the moist sand we 
had a firm footing, rendering this part of the journey much easier. 
Proceeding about 2 miles we reached a small croom, or village, near 
which was another small salt lake. Here I observed two natives 
eagerly engaged in cutting up what I imagined to be the carcass 
of an ox, but which turned out to be a large blue shark. They 
were preparing it in pieces for the market. I find it is a choice 
fish with them. Continuing a mile further we reached the Amissa, 
which, at this time of the tide, was very shallow and easily forded. 
My fellow travellers were carried across, and sent a canop to bring 
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me over also. We then marched into the town of Amissa, which 
is only 200 yards in the bush from the lake. The king, a very 
good old man, now met us, and directed a house of several apart- 
ments to be cleared for our reception. When I say cleared, I 
mean swept out and cleaned, as in country villages they have gene- 
rally no more furniture than a few rush mats, rudely made stools, 
and earthen pots. They have no spoons, even eating soup with 
their fingers. I walked round the town, and afterwards took a 
bath in the river. Supper being prepared, we invited the old 
king to come and take a glass of grog with us ; he came, accom- 
panied by a few of his cabareers and principal men, and enjoyed 
himself. During the evening, however, one of our friends got 
rather a little too much hollands, and, losing his equilibrium, 
overturned the light. The old king, fancying some premeditated 
attack, grasped me tightly round the waist, begging for protection. 
I soon procured a light from some lucifer matches, and then 
found all the cabareers had fled. The people are great cowards 
except among themselves. Bidding his Majesty good night, we 
lay down to rest, but as it turned out only to scratch. We were 
besieged by myriads, and about 3 o'clock our garrison surren- 
dered. We then tried the open air, but found that still worse ; 
upon which my fellow-travellers resolved upon a retreat, but as I 
had come so far to see the Amissa, I was determined to remain. 
I again lay down outside the house, placing my gun near my 
head, and soon fell asleep. I was awoke by something moving 
my cap ; raising myself up I observed apparently a very large dog ; 
upon my reaching for my gun he ran with great violence against 
another hat, but being obliged to pass me again, I perceived him 
to be an immense wolf, or what the natives call a patakoo. 

About 7 o'clock the old king visited me to know how we had 
slept. The poor old man seemed very sorry when he found all 
gone except myself; he invited me into his house, but, having 
breakfasted, I immediately commenced my journey to a small 
town called Arsafah, bearing from Amissa E. 10° towards S., and 
distant 3 miles. The old king accompanied me out of the town 
to put me in the right path, giving me many a hearty invitation to 
pay him another visit. I now crossed another arm of the Amissa 
close to Arsafah. On entering the village I was met by a young 
educated African, who was agent for some Annamaboe merchants. 
He kindly gave me the use of his house to rest in. After dinner 
I commenced my return along the beach, and reached Salt Pond 
after a very toilsome march, and there rested for the night, and on 
the following day returned to Annamaboe. 

A serious affair has just occurred at Danish Accra. The go- 
vernor summoned one of the native chiefs to come to Accra to 
settle palaver. Previous to entering the fort, the chief stopped 
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to have palaver with the inhabitants, and a warm altercation 
ensued ; on which the chief and his people said they would return 
home without coming to a settlement. They, however, only re- 
turned to arm themselves with muskets, and then commenced an 
attack upon the people, killing a considerable number, after which 
they made a quick retreat. The townspeople, recovering them- 
selves, went in pursuit, and made a desperate attack in return : 30 
heads were brought back into the Danish fort, among which was 
the head of the chief. Danish Accra is at present in a very un- 
settled state. It is reported that the governor intends to march 
some distance into the interior to chastise the natives. 

I was yesterday summoned to the fort at Annamaboe to be pre- 
sent at the palaver of the principal messenger of the King of Ash- 
antee, respecting my passing through his country. I obtained no 
satisfactory reply from him, as he possesses, like all his country- 
men, a considerable degree of low cunning. He stated the king's 
objection to my proceeding beyond Ashantee to be merely a doubt 
for my safety ; but this is, of course, only an excuse. The soldier, 
whom the governor dispatched with his letter to the king respect- 
ing me, being sent for, candidly confessed that the king, in the 
first instance, dictated a letter, stating his great satisfaction at the 
idea of my paying him a visit, and expressed his readiness to for- 
ward me to the Kong mountains. Having left Coomasie and 
proceeded on his return for two days, a messenger overtook him, 
saying the king had forgotten something ; he therefore went back ; 
the letter was demanded and torn to pieces, and another written, 
expressing his pleasure to see me in Coomasie ; but that he could 
not permit me to proceed beyond, until the affair of the murder, 
before mentioned, had been settled to his satisfaction, or the man 
delivered to the Ashantees. Of course this cannot be complied 
with, as the alleged murder was committed in the Fantee country ; 
but it appears there are very strong doubts of any murder at all 
having been committed. 

ISth. — My old ship the Prometheus has already taken two very 
fine slavers, and, within the last two months, the Penelope has also 
taken two ; three more having escaped. She had five in sight at 
the same time. I am now arranging for my expedition up the 
Volta, and must therefore conclude with every feeling of respect. 



II. — On the lower Course of the Dnieper ; being an extract of a 
Letter from Prof. Henry Malden to the President of the 
Royal Geographical Society. 

I shall be happy to give you such information as I can upon the 
subject of Herodotus's description of the parts of Scythia E. of 



